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remain of the small Greek port of Paraetonium from which
Alexander set out for Siwa, and where centuries later
Cleopatra is said to have had a summer-house on the lagoon.
An admirable little guide-book, which I bought in Alex-
andria, contains the strange statement that " those immortal
lovers, Antony and Cleopatra, repaired to Paratonium to be
alone with their bliss, and a better place could not be found
throughout the length and breadth of Egypt for a summer
idyll.'1 Unfortunately there was no bliss and nothing of a
summer idyll about their stay hi Paraetonium. They arrived
there in despair from Actium, the first ship to touch Egypt
with news of the defeat. Cleopatra bravely left for Alex-
andria with her ships decked as if for victory, and ministrels
playing, for it was essential that she should obtain control of
the palace and the garrison before the truth leaked out.
Meanwhile Antony paced the sands of Parsetonium with two
friends, and it was in this lovely place that he contemplated
suicide when he learned that four legions which he had left
in Africa had joined the enemy. But his two friends dis-
suaded him and prevailed upon him to join the queen in
Alexandria.

Until a year or so ago every drop of water was brought by
sea in large tankers, and it was puzzling to understand how
a town could have stood here in Ptolemaic times. The
mystery was solved by the recent discovery of underground
tunnels half a mile in length, and full of fresh water. Twenty-
five manholes give access to the conduit, and when first dis-
covered, there was something like 78,000 tons of sweet water
lying underground waiting to be used. This is the ancient
water supply, and it is now being used again and still runs
through the old channels.

I hired a rowing-boat and went out to look at the sponge-
ships. The scene might have been an illustration from
Treasure Island. The ships lay in a sheltered bay as if on a
sheet of dark-blue glass. So clear was the water that I could
see fish, coral, and living sponges lying on the sand and
rocks thirty feet below. Four wooden sailing-ships lay at
anchor, their rigging festooned with the crew's washing, a
happy touch which reminded me that when pirates reach a
hidden and sheltered bay, they always indulge in such cheerful